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down to the bottom. The experts, such as the Due de
Sangro, Mr. "Bill" Clyde, Mr. Hamar Bagnall, and Mr.
Leonard Govett, do it in about twelve minutes or less,
complete thek "ten Corviglias a day" with ease, and talk
of their skis as "boards."
You may go and watch the curlers on their rink.
These are rather serious, military-looking gentlemen,
and do not appreciate it when a novice like Mr. Vivian
Corneius rolls a better stone than they do, with their
quarter of a century of curling conversation and lore
behind them. And he calls as good a "Soop, soop" as any
Scot at a bonspiel.
There is also riding round the racecourse, which is on
the frozen lake, and other equine sports include ski-
joring, and of course sleigh drives.
An early luncheon should be taken, for important
afternoon events start at two o'clock, so as to get the best
of the sunshine. At that hour every afternoon the bob-
sleigh run opens, and is presided over by Mr. Hubert
Martineau: he runs it efficiently and quietly as he does his
grouse-shoot at Marske and his cricket matches at
Holyport. And the bobsleigh run admits of no fooling—
it's not like going down a hill-side on a tea-tray.
Mr. Martineau has been to St. Moritz for the past
fifteen winters, and knows as much about the life
there as anybody, with the exception of Mr. Hans
Badrutt.
Never worry when you are at St. Moritz if you cannot
ski or skate: after sundown you can have twelve hours of
the life which so many of the visitors have only just left—
cocktails, a very late dinner, dancing, and cabaret,
Social climbers should always start with St. Moritz as
thek base: they are akeady 6,000 feet up, and much

